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COMPUTE IT, YOURSELE 
RALPHIE. I’M NOT 

MAKIN! (T EASY... LIKE 
f) WITH SPACE ROGOTS. 


NO, YOU'RE MAKIN’ IT COMPLICATED... SO YOU CAN CHEAT.“ 

AND YOU'RE ORAWIN! OFF MORE POWER THAN WE'VE 

EVER USED JUST Bau IT UP, SENN aHey'ee GONNA 
CATCH OM, MAN! 


GAME, NOW MY MAN/S GRABBED A SHLITTLE CRAFT... 


FIR CHRISSAKE, RALPHIE, FORGET ALL THAT AN’ PLAY THE 
HE'S READY TO LAUNCH... 


LET ME SWITCH THE MONITOR IN epee 

JEEZ, JONNY.../ HE LOOKS... BINe TS o 

DON'T KNOW,../ HIS EVES... SORT’ 
SCARY... COLO! T.., IM 


OU, THAT'S CLITE, RALPHIE... THAT'S REALLY 

TOUGH STRATEGY! THE GUY SCARES YA’ CAUSE 

HE LOOKS SO HARD AN' YOU HIT ‘IM WITH 

EXCESS G-FORCE!/ HATTA YA THINK HE'S 

GONNA DO...MELT? GOTTA DO BETTER THAN 

THAT \F YA \NANNA WIN THIS TIME, RALPHIE, 
OL’ BUDDY, OL’ PAL. 


BE, MY GUEST, RALPHIE, BUT 

HE'S ALREADY INTO 

DOCKING PATTERN.. “see? 

HE'S GOT IT INTO AUTO- 

GLIOE AN’ HE'S MOVIN’ 

THROUGH FREEFALL TOWAR? 
THE LOCK. 


i HE'S LOGGIN’ /W, 
By) RALPHIE. you 
PLAYIN’ OR WHAT ? 


NO ene RALPHIE ? L 
SAID I WANTED IT 
REAL THIS TIME. 
GOT THAT, RALPHIE...7 
RALPHIE P HEY, 
MAN, YOU HEAR? 


BACK TO TOYS, YA MEAN! 
WELL, GO AHEAD, CHICKEN 
SHIT... SEE IF I CARE! Jus’ oT 
FORGET ANY MORE FRIENE 
CRAP! GO BACK TO BEIN’ THE 
SAME LONELY LITTLE DORK 
WITH THE HIGH 2.Q. AN’ 
NOTHIN’ ELSE YA WERE 
SEFORE WE LINKED UP.” 


HA! YOU WERE TOO 

BUSY WETTIN’ YOUR 

PANTS. HERE... ILL 
MAKE IT £ASY. 


JEEZUS, I WATE THOSE 
CREEPY EYES! BUT IF 
YOU THINK I CAN'T 7X 
‘IM FROM THIS MAGNA- 
BAND VIEW, JONNY... 


+ BUT YOUR PLAYER IS THE 
ONE IN TROUBLES you 
SHOULON'T HAVE STUCK 
HIM DOWN IN THE 7/BES, 
JONNY... I JUST SEALED 
OFF ALL THE EXITS! 


+ THINK AGA/NV. 
ean 


TALK ABOUT ME CHEATIN, RALPHIE 
THAT'S AGAINST CODE SEVEN, BUT 
INSTEAD‘A WHININ’ OR QUITTIN’..1'M 
GETTIN’ MY GUY OL/7-7 THAT 
AOVER- TRAM -— 


LOVE THE LADY, RALPHIE.. 
BUT YA GOT A 7H/NG FOR 
ROBOTS ? WASN'T LAST 
GAME ENOUGH ? GIMME A 
BREAK, MAN... SHOW 
SOME FLASH WITH YOUR 
AGENTS. 
4 j 
I KNOW WHAT YOU'RE 
DOING, JONNY. TRYIN” 
TO DISTRACT ME. 


HAS My 
PEOPLE |N 
THE FIRST 
CAR! SAY 
BYE-BYE 
TO YOUR 
MAN, JONNY! 


HE SAME 


A CANT 
HAVE HER 
IN TWO 
PLACES! 


DO WHAT, 
JONNY? 
YOUR MAN 
\s DEAD. 
p2 By ey ee 


JONNY! WHAT'S 

HE TAKIN’ FROM 

His JACKET? 
NoT A 


ANDRO/IOS, JONNY! 
YOU WOULDN'T SAY 
WHAT Yous GUY IS.. 
IL GOT A RIGHT TO 
SOME SURPRISES, 
TOO. BESIDES... YOU 
ASKED FORA LITTLE 
MORE FLASH. MAYBE 
I DO HAVE A THING 
FOR ROBOTS. 


(A CAN'T AV 
IF YA DON'T TAKE 
CHANCES. 


I-L'M PICKIN’ 4 SOMETHIN’. 
A... A MEARTBEAT, RALPHIE: 
YEAH... I'M LOCKED IN ON IT. 
-IT'S.., AMAA, RALPHIE. 


RALPHIE... HE'S 
THERE 


GUESS THESE 
WILD POWER 
LEVELS MAKE 
ANYTHING 
POSSIBLE, 
RALPHIE. 


ss KNOCKIN’ AT THE 
MAIN ENTRANCE 
TO LEVEL EIGHT, 
RALPHIE BOY! 


TOO LATE, RALPHIE! HE'S 
A THROUGH THE OUTER- 
CORRIDORS... HE'S INTO THE 


SAFETY CHAMBER,. 
RIGHT OUTSIDE YOUR DOORS 


RIGHT OUTSIDE/ 


HE'S Movin” 
RALPHIE, BLAST 
OPENED Some'A 
THE STATION'S 


LESSEE... 
CEVEL EIGHT... 


YOU WERE SCARED THE SECOND 
YOU FIRST SAW/ ‘IMM, RALPHIE. 
Just OO SOMETHIN’ 
IN' CLOSER, HE'S, 


AIRLOCK, 
JONNY! 
ImpossiBLE 


L CAN'T, RALPHIES HE'S A MONSTER! 

HE’S A GIG CREEPY MONSTER! HE'S 

THE CREEPING FANG MONSTER... THE 

BOOGEYMAN!/ COMIN’ TO GET YA, 

RALPHIE / WE BOOGEYMAN / 
4a HA HA HA HA HAS 


sulT'S THE 
BOOGEYMAN. 


Pe PREDsAsTOR [ee 


u (n.) 1:A mode of life that survives by consuming + se 
the substance of other animals. 2: Disposed of 
to exploit others, (warfare)... 


(HEE-HEE),..Q WHOLE PLANETS 
WEALTH... AN ITS GONNA BEA 
1 ALL OURS! Ji 


7 HEY BOSS. LOCATED ON 
MAIN POPULATION CENTER. BiG V 
OASIS...THE REST LOOKS LIKE 

1 arama DESERTZ., J 


, 


(OWNERSHIP OF THIS PLANET FOR OUR 
~\CARGO OF BOOZE AN’ BEADS J(Hee) 7 


a rl 


BOSS!..WE 
GOT COMPANTS 


OK MICHELANGELO...LETS SEE) 
f P TOO, 


SAY!.. THIS 1S INTERESTING! 
@ LITLE CRUDE...BUT NOT BADS,, 


APS a ed 
AND CRAFTS. 


GOT NCTM BETTE a MIKE. (Hee). GOT TALENT 
= KID..... ADMIRE YER AMBITION! 
= «..BUT YER WRY OUTIA YER — 

LEAGUE 


RY 
Be 
as We os 


CHEE-HEE)..GET THIS! HE WANTS. 
(TO SWAP HIS TURTLE FOR 
OUR SAND TRACTOR Yc 


an fo KNOW..cTHIS 15 BEAUTIFUL COUNTRY, 
E NEXT TIME YOU SEE \F WE MOVED THE NATIVES OFF THE 
is a SUCKER, (HEE- HEE),..WE, 2X0ASIS IT oe ONE HELLUVAS 
: 3 


GODDAM! WHAT A GREAT 
IDEAL, WE COULD BILL IT 
AS THE NEW LAS VEGAS! 


aS were IN §)) fevEN THESE RED 


€N ATTRACTION! 
9) 


RACETRACKS 
GOLFCOURSES; oy 


CASP! 


\2fs 
Va 


You 
TNT 


oO 

ae 
wa 
aS 
ao 
nae 
5= 


OKE...EMPTY! 


INTEEN YOU GAVE 


THE CCA 
ME_15...CH 


LIFE HUTCH > 


“Life Hutch” by Harlan Ellison, copyright © 1956 by Quinn Publishing Co., Inc. All right, title and interest reassigned to Author, 1975. 
Copyright © 1975 by Harlan Ellison. All rights reserved. Published by arrangement with the Author. 


Story by 

Harlan Ellison 
Illustrated by 

Ken Steacy 


errence slid his right 
[inne the one out of 

sight of the robot, up his 
side. The razoring pain of the 
three broken ribs caused his 
eyes to widen momentarily in 
pain. Then he recovered him- 
self and closed them till he 
was studying the machine 
through narrow slits. 


If the eyeballs click, I’m 
dead, thought Terrence. 


The intricate murmurings of 
the life hutch around him 
brought back the immediacy 
of his situation. His eyes again 
fastened on the medicine cab- 
inet clamped to the wall next 
to the robot's duty-nic 


Cliché. So near yet so far. It 
could be all the way back on 
Antares-Base for all the good 
it’s doing me, he thought, and 
a crazy laugh rang through his 
head. He caught himself just 
in time. Easy! Three days is a 


nightmare, but cracking up will 
only make it end sooner. That 
was the last thing he wanted. 
But it couldn’t go on much 
longer. 


He flexed the fingers of his 
right hand. It was all he could 
move. Silently he damned the 
technician who had passe 
robot through. Or the politician 
who had let inferior robots get 
placed in the life hutches so 
he could get a rake-off from 
the government contract. Or 
the repairman who hadn't bo- 
thered checking closely his last 
time around. All of them; he 
damned them all. 


They deserved it. 
He was dying. 


His death had started before 
he had reached the life hutch. 
Terrence had begun to die 
when he had gone into the 
battle. 


He'let his eyes close com- 
pletely, let the sounds of the 
life hutch fade from around 
him. Slowly, the sound of the 
coolants hush-hushing through 
the wall-pipes, the relay ma- 
chines feeding their messages 
without pause from all over 
the galaxy, the whir of the 
antenna’s standard turning in 
its socket atop the bubble, 
slowly they melted into silence, 


He had resorted to blocking 

himself off from reality many 
times during the past three 
days. It was either that i 


and eventually he 
had to move. To. move wa 
die. It was that simple. 


He closed his ears to the 
whisperings of the life hutch; 
he listened to the whisperings 
within himself. 


ood God! There must be a 
million of them! 


What kind of battle formation 
is that supposed to be? 


Who can tell with those 
toadstool-shaped ships of theirs? 
But remember, the whole front 
umbrella-part is studded with 
cannon, and it has a helluva 
range of fire. Okay, watch your- 
selves, good luck— and 
give’em hell! 


The fleet dove straight for 
the Kyben armada. 


To his mind came the sounds 
of war, across the gulf of space. 
lt was all imagination; in that 
tomb there was no sound. Yet 
he could clearly detect the hiss 
of his scout’s blaster as it 
poured beam after beam into, 


the lead ship of the Kyben fleet..’. 
His sniper-class scout had *: 


been near the point of that 
deadly Terran phalanx, driving 
like a wedge at the alien ships, 


converging on them in loose ° 


battle-formation. It was then 
it had happened. 

One moment he had been 
heading into the middle of the 
battle, the left flank of the giant 
Kyben dreadnought turning 
crimson under the impact of 
his firepower. 


The next moment, he had - 


skittered out of the formation 
which had slowed to let the 


Kyben craft overshoot, whilev 
the Earthmen decelerated to ,° 


pick up maneuverability. 

He had gone on at the old 
level and velocity, directly into 
the forward guns of a toad- 
stool-shaped Kyben destroyer. 

The first beam had burned 


the gun-mounts and direction-_ 


al equipment off the front o1 
the ship, scorching down 

aft side in a smear like oxi 
chrome plate. He had 


would be fstcning to his hom- 
ing-beam from a life hutch on 
hatever planetoid he might 
ind for a crash-landing. 

Which was what he had 
done. The charts had said the 
pebble spinning there was tech- 
nically 1-333, 2—A, M & S, 
3—804.39#, which would have 
Meant nothing but three-di- 
mensional coordinates had not 
the small # after the data in- 
dicated a life hutch eopewheie 
on its surface. 


His distaste at being knocked 
out of the fighting, being forced 
onto one of the life hutch pla- 
netoids, had been offset only 
by his fear of running out of 
fuel before he could locate 
himself. Of eventually drifting 
off into space somewhere, to 
finally wind up as an artificial 
satellite around some minor 


The ship pancaked in under 
minimal reverse drive, bounced 
high twice and caromed ten 
times, tearing out chunks of 
the rear section, but had come 
to rest a scant two miles from 
the life hutch, jammed into 
the rocks. 


Terrence had high-leaped 
the two miles across the empty, 
airless planetoid to the hermet- 
ically sealed bubble in the 
rocks. His primary wish was to 
set the hutch’s beacon signal 
so his returning fleet could 
track him. 


He had let himself into the 
decompression chamber, palm- 
ed the switch through his thick 
spacesuit glove, and finally 
removed his helmet as he heard 
the air whistle into the chamber. 


He had pulled off his gloves, 
opened the inner door and en- 
tered the life hutch itself. 


God bless you, little life 
hutch, Terrence had thought 
as he dropped the helmet and 
gloves. He had glanced around, 
noting the relay machines pick- 
ing up messages from outside, 
sorting them, vectoring them 
off in other directions. He had 
seen the medicine chest 
clamped onto the wall, the re- 
frigerator he knew would be 
well-stocked if a previous ten- 
ant hadn’t been there before 


the stockman could refill 
He had seen the all-purpo: 


it. 
Sse 


robot, immobile in its duty- 


niche. And the wall-chron 
meter, its face smashed. All 
it in a second’s glance. 


oo 
of 


God bless, too, the gentle- 
men who thought up the idea 
of these little rescue stations, 
stuck all over the place for just 
such emergencies as this. He 
had started to walk across the 


room. 


It was at this point that t 
service robot, that kept tl 


place in repair between tenants 
and unloaded supplies from the 
ships, had moved clankingly 
across the floor, and with one 


fearful smash of a steel ar 


ne 


m 


thrown Terrence across t 
room. 


ie 


LIFE HUTCH continues on page 58 


Tre TALISMAN IS 

|| PREPARED AND THEN 
|| DROPPED INTO THE 
|| FLAMING CAULDRON. 


THE FLAMES 
DANCE BRIGHTLY, 
BURNING 
THROUGH 
REALITY. 


YET HE CHANTS ON, ‘ 
FEELING THE MOM| 3 
DRAW NEARER 


1981 J.P. Starlin 


CERTAIN ARRANGE- 
MENTS ARE MADE 
WITHIN SO THAT 
ACCEPTANCE 

18 ACHIEVED... 


THE PROPER VERSES 
ARE CHANTED WITH 
JUST THE RIGHT 

TONES OF CREDULITY. 


He IS 
Ae Te . © gihEMeLE 
A_MAN, WHO HAS pe ak PASSION. 
NEVER TRULY BELIEVED IN Syne Blah vat i 


ANYTHING BUT HIMSELF, 
REACHES OUT FORA 
DEEPER TRUST. 


DESIRE. 


YOU Hi 
REACHED OUT INTO 
THE VOID FOR ME. 


o+ePULFILLMENT. 


IS IT TRULY YOU... 
my 


LORD! MY. 


I ANSWER TO 

| ANY OR ALL 
NAMES WHEN 
I CHOOSE 


R AM ki 
VeLRAaM, FANTASY, 
RAWNER, LIFE, SELEPIC OR DEATI 


BUT IN REALITY, ZAM NAUGHT BUT FAITH ANDO 
OPPORTUNITY. aaa 


le : 
BY GIVING 


GOOD COUNSEL TO 
YOUR WRETCHED 


GRAVE MATTERS 
OF A COSMIC SCALE 
WEIGH HEAVILY ON 
MY SOUL. 


{ SURELY YOU MUST KNOW OF THE 
DREADFUL UNDERTAKING I HAVE. 
BEEN FORCED TO SHOULDER K 


DO YOU COME TO ME 
NOW SEEKING ASSUR- 
ANCES OF SUCCESS OR 


‘ACT OF CHAR! 


FOR MY 
STARS LEADS 


SWIFT AND 
e TOTAL 
\ DESTRUCTION, 


ARE YOU SO SURE OF YOUR, 
POWERS, MORTAL, THAT YOU'VE 

BLINDED YOURSELF TO THE FACT 
THAT YOUR OWN ACTIONS MAY 

NOT HAVE CHANGED WHAT LIES 

BEYOND TOMORROW? 


THE ACT IS WITHIN 
MY POWER AND AS 
FOR ITS SUCCESS... 
I'VE GONE BEYOND: 
THE VEIL OF TIME 
AND EXAMINED THE 
FUTURES THAT AWAIT 
MY GALAXY. 


YOU CREATED A BEING OF VAST fim 
POTENTIAL WHEN YOU COUPLED 

THAT BYFREXIAN WITH YOUR ff 
FIERY SWORD. HE IS MORE 
POWERFUL THAN EITHER HE 
‘OR YOU SUSPECT 


ff SUCH A FORCE is A 
TREMENDOUS SOURCE OF CHANGE. 
re ale 


DO_YOU MEAN 
HE HAS THE 

POWER TO THWART 
MY PLANS? 


W{ 1 SOUGHT YOU OUT: 
Q] SEEKING THE 
ANSWER TO A 
SPECIFIC QUESTION. 
TLt.NOT BE SWAYED 
FROM THAT QUEST. 


THE QUESTION, 1 ASSUME. 1S, 
"00 YOU HAVE THE RIGHT TO, 


DO WHAT YOU PLAN TO DO? 


AM 1 MORALLY JUSTIFIED IN DECIDING THAT A MILLION 
WORLDS, UNKNOWN TRILLIONS OF SOULS WOULD BE 
BETTER OFF DYING QUICKLY AND PAINLESSLY 8Y MY HAND 
RATHER THAN FADING SLOWLY AND HORRIBLY UNOER 
THE ZYGOTEANS’ CONQUERING HEEL ? 


CAN I IN GOOD CONSCIENCE 

PREMATURELY SNUFF OUT THE 
LIGHT TO SPARE IT THE TERROR 
OF A SLOW AND NIGHTMARISH. 
MARCH TO DARKNESS 2 


4 


AI 


I SYMPATHIZE 
WITH YOUR 
SITUATION .. 


«THAT'S A QUESTION 
F'VE PONDERED A 
THOUSAND TIMES: 
OVER THE PAST EONS 
AND ACTUALLY BEING 
GOD HASN'T HELPED 
IN THE LEAST IN, 
ANSWERING IT, 


LD SUGGEST THAT ¥ B® WHY, AT THIS LATE DATE, 00 
. YOU DRAG RELIGION INTO 
THAT ARE YOURS 
TO DECIDE? 


PERHAPS IT Wa‘ 
THE SURREAL 
ASPECT OF THESE 


MIGHT NOT Ac 
DIRECT VIEW 1 
TOMORROW'S 


FAREWELL, LORD AKNATON. 
IF GOODS TRULY EXIST 

T PRAY THEY Alp YOU 

IN. YOUR JOURNEY. 


pB DIO T TRULY MEET MY 
GOD, OR DID THE 


THESE FINAL HOURS 


I'VE NO PROOF RA WAS 
HERE. MY OWN WORD JS 


ONLY TWo. 


INTANGIBLE 
TRACI 


THERE'S NOT 
A FOOTPRINT, 
BURNING BUSH 
cs) 


ONE: THE 
KNOWLEDGE THAT 
THE INFINITY HORN 
AWAITS ME IN A, 
SUBTERRANEAN 


TWO: THE ‘ 
UNSHAKEABLE CONVICTION J) 
WHICH SURGES THROUGH ies 
EVERY FIBER OF MY BEING 
THAT THAT WHICH TAM 


AIETH, MY 
LOVE, I COME 
TO JOIN YOU 

THIS DAY... 


ANKE! you anoz 
HAVE Got THINGS 
TO TALK ABOUT! 


THERE HE IS! 
JUST LIKE 


UH-OHE 
LOOKS LIKE 
TROUBLE 

BREWING ! 


WHIS"PAR'S BEEN 
FILLING ME IN'ON YES, AND THERE SEEM TO 
YOUR PLANS WHILE BE A FEW THINGS YOU 

‘YOU WERE GONE ! FORGOT TO MENTION TO ME! 


INVOLVES BLOWING UP 
MY GALAXY! 


METAMORPHOSIS ODYSSEY continues next issue 


You May BE DISTURBED BY mY 
STARING AT YOU, MASTER, BUT 
Your MASK iS ABSOLUTELY 


You 


FiND iT UGLY, 
DON'T You?. 


© 1981 Jean Bello 


I Don't KNow BuT, I Assume 
WiLL You FORGIVE 4 / THAT You RARE- 
MY iGNORANCE, I i 
HAVE NEVER SEEN g THiS PART OF THE 
° KE pA. VESSEL...You ARTISTS 
PREFER EVOLVING 
i AT THE FEELINGS 
LEVEL. 


Our CAPTAIN DOES 
OCCASIONAL SCULP- 
TURES, AND HE OFTEN 
TALKS OF You AS 
THE BEST iN THAT 
. ART. 


COME, MY 
I PRAY You, NO CEREMO- 


Your 
GRACIOUSNESS... 
iT_i$ UNFIT FOR > x Hy 
ME TO BE iN } TO MAKE... AND ONLY AN 

aN ARTIST AS GiFTED AS You 
CAN CONFRONT iT 
WiTHOUT WEAK- 
NESS 


AS You KNOW I HAVE WE SUSPECTED THE PRESENCE OF 
OTHER FORMS OF LiFE iN THE UNIVERSE, 


i IT is FINALLY SUCCEEDED iN 
AN ULTIMATE fa | SAILING OUR PLANET- ANCIENT DOCUMENTS TELL ABouT 
VESSEL ACROSS UNEX- MANY OTHER PLANET-VESSELS SiMiLAR A 


HONOR FOR ME, 1 
MY LORD. z PLORED SPACE. FURTHER-| J. To OURS ORBITING UNCHARTED . 
MORE, SOON WE WiLL BE A SE 


HERE iT : 
i iS! A STAR OF 
AN EXCEPTIONAL 


MAGNi - 
TUDE. 


EXiST 2... 


4, 8 oe 
)) a WHAT 7 
\ NZ Mim AN EXALTING 
iD | (GHT/ 
Zi \\ 


ib, 
Le 


cM Ds 
C1) 
. vEssEs.”’ / 


UN- 
BeLievasle! \ 
OTHER FORMS OF 


LIFE HUTCH 
tinued from 


The spaceman had been brought up 
short against the steel bulkhead, 
pain blossoming in his back, his 
side, his arms and legs. The 
machine’s blow had instantly 
broken three of his ribs. He 
lay there for a moment, un- 
able to move, too stunned 
to breathe, and it had 
been that, certainly, 
that had saved his 
life. His pain had 
immobilized him, and 
in that short space 
of time the robot 
had returned with 
a muted clash of 
gears. He had 
attempted to 
sit up 
and the 
robot 
began 
to 
move. 


He 
had 
stop- 

ped the 
movement. 
The robot 
had settled 
back. 

The robot had 
worn down some- 
where in its 
printed circuits. 

Its commands to 
lift had been 
erased or distorted 
so that now it was 
conditioned to smash, 
or hit, anything that 
moved. 

He had seen the clock. He 
realized he should have 
suspected something was wrong 
when he saw its smashed face. 


Of course! 


The digital dials had moved, 
the robot had smashed the 
clock. Terrence had moved, the 
robot had smashed him. 

And would again, if he 
moved again. 


But for the unnoticeable 
movement of his eyelids, he 
had not moved in three days. 

He had tried moving toward 
the decompression lock, stop- 
ping when the robot advanced 
and letting it settle back, then 
moving again, a little nearer. 
But the idea died with his first 
movement. His ribs were too 
painful. The pain was terrible. 
He was locked in one position, 
an uncomfortable, twisted pos- 
ition, and he would be there 
till the stalemate ended, one 
way or the other. 

He was suddenly alert again. 
The reliving of his last three 
days brought back reality 
sharply. 

He was twelve feet away 
from the communications pan- 
el, twelve feet away from the 
beacon that would guide his 
rescuers to him. Before he died 
of his wounds, before he 
starved to death, before the 
robot crushed him. It could 
have been twelve light-years, 
for all the nearer he could get 
to it. 

What had gone wrong with 
the robot? Time to think was 
cheap. The robot could detect 
movement, but thinking was 
still possible. Not that it could 
help, but it was possible. 

The companies that supplied 
the life hutch’s needs were all 
government contracted. Some- 
where along the line someone 
had thrown in impure steel or 
calibrated the circuit-cutting 
machines for a less expensive 
job. Somewhere along the line 
someone had not run the robot 
through its paces correctly. 
Somewhere along the line 
someone had committed 
murder. 


He opened his eyes again. 
Only the barest fraction of 
opening. Any more and the 
robot would sense the move- 
ment of his eyelids. That would 
be fatal. 

Three days had left him weak 
and dizzy from hunger. His 
head was light and his eyes 
burned steadily. He had been 
lying in his own filth till he no 
longer noticed the discomfort. 
His side ached and throbbed, 
and the pain of a blast furnace 
roared through him every time 
he breathed. 

He thanked God his space- 
suit was still on, lest the move- 
ment of his breathing bring the 


robot down on him. There was 
only one solution, and that 
solution was his death. He was 
almost delirious. 

He looked at the machine. 

It was not, strictly speaking, 
a robot. It was merely a remote- 
controlled hunk of jointed 
steel, invaluable for making 
beds, stacking steel plating, 
watching culture dishes, un- 
loading spaceships and sucking 
dirt from rugs. The robot body, 
roughly humanoid, but with- 
out what would have been a 
head on a human, was merely 
an appendage. 

The real brain, a complex 
maze of plastic screens and 


printed circuits, was behind the 
wall. It would have been too 
dangerous to install those deli- 
cate parts in a heavy-duty 
mechanism. It was too easy 
for the robot to drop itself from 
a loading shaft, or be hit by a 
meteorite, or get caught under 
a wrecked spaceship. So there 
were sensitive units in the robot 
appendage that “saw” and 
“heard” what was going on, 
and relayed them to the brain 
—behind the wall. 

And somewhere along the 
line that brain had worn 
grooves too deeply into its 
circuits. It was now mad. Not 
mad in any way a human being 


might go mad, for there were 
an infinite number of ways a 
machine could go insane. Just 
mad enough to kill Terrence. 

Even if | could hit the robot 
with something, it wouldn’t 
stop the thing. He could per- 
haps throw something at the 
machine before it could get to 
him, but it would do no good. 
The robot brain would still be 
intact, and the appendage 
would continue to function. It 
was hopeless. 

He stared at the massive, 
blocky hands of the robot. It 
seemed he could see his own 
blood on the jointed work-tool 
fingers of one hand. He knew 


it must be his imagination, but 
the idea persisted. He flexed 
the fingers of his hidden hand. 
Several times during the past 
day—as well as he could gauge 
night and day without a clock 
orasunrise—he had heard the 
roar of the fleet landing out- 
side. Then he had realized 
there was no sound in dead 
space. Then he had realized 
they were all inside the relay 
machines, coming through 
subspace right into the life 
hutch. Then he had realized 
that such a thing was not possi- 
ble. Then he came to his senses 
and realized all that had gone 
before was hallucination. 


Then he had awakened and 
known it was real. He was 
trapped, and there was no way 
out. Death had come to live 
with him. He was going to die. 

Terrence had never been a 
coward, nor had he been a 
hero. He was one of the men 
who fight wars because they 
are always fought by someone. 
He was the kind of man who 
would allow himself to be torn 
from wife and home and flung 
into an abyss they called Space 
to defend what he had been 
told needed defense. But it was 
in moments like this that a man 
like Terrence began to think. 

Why here? Why like this? 


What have | done that | should 
finish in a filthy spacesuit on a 
lost rock—and not gloriously 
like they said in the papers 
back home, but starving or 
bleeding to death alone with a 
crazy robot? Why me? Why 
me? Why alone? 


He knew there could be no 
answers. He expected no 
answers. 

He was not disappointed. 


He awoke. He instinctively 
looked at the chronometer. Its 
shattered face looked back at 
him, forcing his eyes open in 
after-sleep terror. The robot 
hummed and emitted a spark. 


He kept his eyes open. The 
humming ceased. His eyes be- 
gan to burn. He knew he 
couldn’t keep them open too 
long. 


The burning worked its way 
to the front of his eyes, from 
the top and bottom, bringing 
with it tears. It felt as though 
someone was shoving needles 
into the corners. The tears ran 
down over his cheeks. 


His eyes snapped shut. The 
roaring grew in his ears, The 
robot didn’t make a sound. 


Could it be inoperative? 
Could it have worn down to 


immobility? Could he take the 
chance of experimenting? 


He slid down to amore com- 
fortable position. The robot 
charged forward the instant he 
moved. He froze in mid-move- 
ment, his heart a chunk of ice. 
The robot stopped, confused, 
a scant’ ten inches from his 
outstretched foot. The ma- 
chine hummed to itself, the 
noise of it coming both from 
the machine before him and 
from somewhere behind the 
wall. 


He was suddenly alert. 
If it had been working cor- 
rectly, there would have been 


little or no sound from the 
appendage, and none what- 
soever from the brain. But it 
was not working properly, and 
the sound of its thinking was 
distinct. 


The robot rolled backward, 
its “eyes” still toward Terrence. 
The sense orbs of the machine 
were in the torso, giving the 
machine the look of a squat 
metal gargoyle, squared and 
deadly. 


The humming was growing 
louder, every now and then a 
sharp pfffft! of sparks mixed 
with it. Terrence had a mo- 
ment’s horror at the thought 


of a short-circuit, a fire in the 
life hutch, and no service robot 
to put it out. 


He listened carefully to pin- 
point the location of the robot's 
brain built into the wall. 


Then he thought he had it. 
Or was it there? It was either in 
the wall behind a bulkhead 
next to the refrigerator, or be- 
hind a bulkhead near the relay 
machines. The two possible 
housings were within a few feet 
of each other, but they might 
make a great deal of difference. 


The distortion created by the 
steel plate in front of the brain, 


and the distracting background 
noise of the robot broadcasting 
it made it difficult to tell exactly 
which was the correct location. 


He drew a deep breath. 


The ribs slid a fraction of an 
inch together, their broken ends 
grinding. 


He moaned. 


A high-pitched tortured 
moan that died quickly, but 
throbbed back and forth inside 
his head, echoing and building 
itself into a paean of sheer 
agony! It forced his tongue out 
of his mouth, limp in a corner 


robot rolled forward. He drew 
his tongue in, clamped his 
mouth shut, cut off the scream 
inside his head at its high point! 


The robot stopped, rolled 
back to its duty-niche. 


Oh God! The pain! The God 
God where are you pain! 


Beads of sweat broke out 
on his body. He could feel their 
tickle inside his spacesuit, in- 
side his jumper, inside the 
bodyshirt, on his skin. The pain 
of the ribs was suddenly 


heightened by an irresistible ~ 


itching of his skin. 


He moved infinitesimally 
within the suit, his outer ap- 
pearance giving no indication 
of the movement. The itching 
did not subside. The more he 
tried to make it stop, the more 
he thought about not thinking 
about it, the worse it became. 
His armpits, the crooks of his 
arms, his thighs where the tight 
service-pants clung—suddenly 
too tightly —were madness. He 
had to scratch! 


He almost started to make 
the movement. He stopped 
before he started. A laugh bub- 
bled into his head. God Al- 


mighty, and | always laughed 
at the slobs who suffered with 
the seven-year itch, the ones 
who always did a little dance 
when they were at attention 
during inspection, the ones 
who could scratch and sigh 
contentedly. God, how | envy 
them. His thoughts were taking 
onawild sound, even to him. 


The prickling did not stop. 
He twisted faintly. It got worse. 
He took another deep breath. 


The ribs sandpapered again. 


This time, blessedly, he faint- 
ed from the pain. 


Terrence, how do you like 
irst look at a Kyben? 


Fantastic things, aren't they? 


Why fantastic? 


Because they're just like us. 
Except of course the bright 
yellow pigmentation and the 
tentacle-fingers. Other than that 
they’re identical to a 
human being. 


More than that, I’m afraid. Their 
insides look like someone had 
taken them out, liberally mixed 
them with spare parts from 
several other species, and 
jammed them back in any way 
that fitted conveniently. For the 
next twenty years we'll be 
knocking our heads together 
trying to figure out their 


metabolic raison d’étre. _—_— 


That's the least of it. 


i 


Because the Kyben want to kill 
every human being they can 
recognize as a human being. 


What have they got against us? 


pao eee 


Does it matter? Maybe it’s 
because our skin isn’t bright 
yellow: maybe it’s because our 
fingers arent silken and flexible: 
maybe it’s because our cities are 
too noisy for them. Maybe a lot 
of maybes. But it doesn’t matter. 
Survival never matters until 
you have to survive. 


Why are we at war with the 
Kyben? | meanyeally. 


f 


You're right. For the next 
thousand years we'll be trying to 
figure out how they think, why 
they fight, what it takes to get 
along with them, what 

motivates them. 


If they let us live that long, 
thought Terrence. 


i cs 
LIFE HUTCH continues on page 76 
— 


“TRUTH I$ THEY GOT US SLOW ANO CLEVER, CHISLIN’ 
AWAY TINY PIECES ‘A FREEDOM TILL WE WAS SCULPTED 
JUST LIKE THEY WANTED. ‘SPLAINS WHY, WHEN THEY 
PASSED THE LAFF LAW BACK IN ‘97, HAROLY WOBO0Y 
|| RAISED A STINK S <2 
"DION'T HAVE TIME. TOO BUSY TRYIN’ TO 
MEET ESCALATIN’ PRODUCTIVITY RE- 
QUIREMENTS '. YEAH, SOUNDS LIKE 
BI'LOGICAL WASTE MATERIAL TO 


“ WAY Z FIGGER IT, THE JOKE'S ON 
US. TROUBLE |S, WE AIN'T LAFFIN’ 
MUCH NO MORE... ” 


ly 
7 COMPTROLLER-- 
SECTOR FOUR, 
GRID DELTA - 


TRAFFIC FLOW PATTERN 
VECTORED. OVERRIDE 


” TRANSIT CAPABILITY 
ME TOO.” aml , MINUS POINT OH-TWO. 


YOU DON’T HAVE TO 1 1 0O,NEL BUT ARE THESE OF COURSE NOT. THAT'S 
GO THROUGH WITH THIS 3 REALLY. ABSOLUTELY THE WHOLE POINT. 


HELEN, NOT IF You NECESSARY? COME ON. 
DON'T WANT To. 3 - 


LONG BEFORE WE LEFT THE 
GENE POOL, RECREATION... FREE 
TIME... EVEN LAUGHTER WAS OL/7- 
LAWED. COUNTER: PRODUCTIVE 
TO ADEQUATE STATE 
FUNCTIONING. 


F possiate WE'LL WEED 
LAFFERS ‘A RIOT 
ON TRACK 

THREE. 


THEY WANT US AS PREDICTABLE... 
PROGRAMMABLE... AS THEIR 
DAMNED INHUMAN ROBOTS. 


BuT 
SOME FOLKS 
REMEMBER HOW 
It “SEO To BE. 
THEY KEEP THE OLD 
WAYS ALIVE EVEN IF 
IT MEANS RUNNING 
AND HIDING AND-- 


 LAFFERS WERE REPORTED IN AND 
THIS AREA, OUR JOB IS TO ERADICATE 
INVESTIGATE. 


JAM ALL TRANSMISSION 
BANOS. THEY MAY HAVE 
POSTED A SPOTTER. 


Be ,FOBINSON WATTS. TOO. 
H MORE ‘N 


7OLO YOU THIS WAS FOOLISH 
BUSINESS, COSTELLO. RING DOWN 
THE CURTAIN... AECKLERS 
CLOSIN’ FAST. COSTEL 

you READ mE? 


FEW TOONS 
TO SURVIVE 
THE PURGE. 


NO NEED TO + 


WORRY. JUST 
THE STRAGGLER 


ALARM =| l 


\SIDES, ROBBIE'S 
THE BEST SPOTTER 
WE GOT. IF SOME- 
THIN’ WAS WRONG, 
HE'D LET US KNOW. 


\-11'S WONDERFUL, 
NEL. L NEVER OREAMED.., 


I DON'T 
KNOW.. 


GOT You a se ie : pend 
THIS TIME, é ey ise zs NAME *A GOP, 
Rui a 


WAscAny Y 
WABBIT. 


(y0U,,, KILLED 
HER... FOR 
NOTHING --! 


Toamn You, “EE you HAD 
f H 


ECKLER! NO RIGHT! 
DAMN You 
TO HELL/ 


oN 
A] 
: CMT iL 


THAT, TOO, 
IS THE LAW, 


IS LAUGHTER SO IMPORTANT. 
TO BE WORTH YOUR LIFE? 


y ka 


"T’LL TELL YOU SOMETHIN,’ THERE WAS MORE ss al “ANO IF I COULD KEEP THE 4AUGHTER 
L/FE IN YOUNGMAN'S DECREPIT OL’ FUNERAL x ALINE A BIT LONGER IT WAS LIke I 
HOME THAN THAT GODFORSAKEN INSTITUTE, ” M | WAS KEEPIN’ HEM ALIVE, TOO.” 


THERE'S 
NOWHERE 
LEFT TO RUN, 


OF THE 
LINE, 
LAFFER, 


Frmayee Ya'man Gets 7RED‘A RUNNY 
THERE NIN‘, TIRED'A BEIN’ TOLD 
WHAT TO 00 AND WHEN. 


THE LAW MYST BE MAINTAINED. 
FRI-IO, EXECUTE THE LAW. 


COULON'T 
KILL THE 

LAUGHTER, 
BUCKO. 


AS YOU WISH, 
CONTROLLER, 


WE MAY NOT LOOK LIKE 


IUCH, 
OLD HOOFER, HIM 


4 , 
ae Te 
|O DAMNED IF WE 
AIN!T PACKIN' ‘EM IN 
EVERYWHERE WE GO." 


WN 


A MAN NEEDS TO 

BE FREE. |F HE AIN'T 

THAT HE'S NOTHIN’ 
BUT A MACHINE. 


WORST, BUCKO. 
YOU'LL ONLY BE 


LIFE HUTCH (continued from page 65) 


Terrence nodded. He under- 
stood. So did the Kyben. It 
grinned at him and drew its 
blaster. It fired point-blank, 
crimsoning the hull of the 
Kyben ship. 

e 


He swerved to avoid run- 
ning into his gun’s own back- 
» lash. The movement of the 
bucket seat sliding in its tracks, 
keeping his vision steady while 
maneuvering, made him dizzy. 
He closed his eyes for a mo- 
ment. 

When he opened them, the 
abyss was nearer, and he 
teetered, his lips whitening as 
they pressed together under his 
effort to steady himself. With 
a headlong gasp he fell sighing 
into the stomach. His long, 
silken fingers jointed steely 
humming clankingly toward 
the medicine chest ever over 


grindingly. Small fine bits of 
metal rubbed together, ashing 
away into a breeze that came 
from nowhere as the machine 
raised lead boots toward his 
face. 

Onward and onward till he 
had no room to move and then- 


eG 
GF he light came on, bright, 


ighter than any star Terrence 

had ever seen, glowing, broil- 

ing, flickering, shining, bobbing 

a ball of light on the chest of 

\ the robot, who staggered, stum- 
i} bled, stepped. 

The robot hissed, hummed 

and exploded into a million 

4) flying, racing fragments, shoot- 

= ing beams of light all over the 

abyss over which Terrence a- 

gain teetered, teetering. He 

flailed his arms wildly trying 

to escape but at last moment, 
before the fall 


He awoke with a P< 


He saved himself only by 
his unconscious. Even in the 
hell of a nightmare he was 
aware of the situation. He had 
not moaned and writhed in his 
delirium. He had kept motion- 
less and silent. 

He knew it was true, because 
he was still alive. 

Only his surprised jerking, 
as he came back to conscious- 
ness, started the monster roll- 
ing from its niche. He came 
fully awake and sat silent, 
slumped against the wall. The 
robot retreated. 

Thin breath came through 
his nostrils. Another moment 
and he would have put an end 
to the past three days—three 
days or more now? how long 
had he been asleep?—days of 
torture. 

He was hungry. Lord how 
hungry he was. The pain in his 
side was worse now, a steady 


throbbing that made even shal- 
low breathing tortuous. He 
itched maddeningly. He was 
uncomfortably slouched a- 
gainst a cold steel bulkhead, 
every rivet having made a bur- 
row for itself in his skin. He 
wished he was dead. 

He didn’t wish he was dead. 
It was all too easy to get his 
wish. 

If he could only disable that 
robot brain. A total impossi- 
bility. If he could only wear 
Phobos and Deimos for watch- 
fobs. If he could only shack- 
up with a silicon-deb from 
Penares. If he could only use 
his large colon for a lasso. 

It would take a thorough 
destruction of the brain to do 
it enough damage to stop the 
appendage before it could roll 
over and smash Terrence again. 

With a steel bulkhead be- 
tween him and the brain, his 


chances of success totaled 
minus zero every time. 

He considered which part 
of his body the robot would 
smash first. One blow of that 
tool-hand would kill him if it 
was used a second time. With 
the state of his present wounds, 
even a strong breath might 
finish him. 

Perhaps he could make a 
break and get through the lock 
into the decompression cham- 
ber... 

Worthless. (A) The robot 
would catch him before he had 
gotten to his feet, in his present 
condition. (B) Even allowing a 
miracle, even if he did get 
through the lock, the robot 
would smash the lock apart, 
letting in air, ruining the mech- 
anism. (C) Even allowing a 
double miracle and it didn’t, 
what the hell good would it do 
him? His helmet and gloves 


were in the hutch itself, and 
there was no place to go on 
the planetoid. The ship was 
ruined, so no signal could be 
sent from there. 

Doom agai compound- 


The more he thought about 
it, the more certain he was that 
soon the light would flicker 
out for him. 

The light would flic 

The light 

The light.. 

light. 

Oh God, is it possible? Can 
it be? Have | found an ansy 
He marveled at the simplicity 
of it. It had been there for more 
than three days waiting for him 
to use it. It was so simple it 
was magnificent. He could 
hardly restrain himself from 
moving, just out of sheer joy. 

I’m not brilliant, I’m not a 
genius, why did this occur to 


me? For a few minutes the 
brilliance of the solution stag- 
gered him. Would a less intel- 


_ligent man have solved the 


problem this easily? Would a 
more intelligent man have 
done it? Then he remembered 
the dream. The light in the 
dream. He hadn't solved the 
problem, his unconscious had. 
The answer had been there all 


to see it. His mind had been 
forced to dev 


And finally, he didn’t care 
how he had uncovered it. His 
God, if he had had anything to 


do with it, had heard him. 
Terrence was by no means a 
religious man, but this was 
miracle enough to make hima 
believer. It wasn’t over yet, but 
the answer was there—and it 
was an answer. 


He began to save himself. 


achingly slowly, he 
right hand, the hand 
away from the robot's sight, to 
his belt. On the belt hung the 
assorted implements a space- 
man needs at any moment in 
is ship. A wrench. A. packet 
of sleep-stavers. A compass. A 
geiger counter. A flashlight. 
The last was the miracle. 
Miracle in a tube. 
He fingered it almost re- 


moment's frenzy, still immobile 
to the robot's “eyes’” 


He held it at his side, away 
from his body by a fraction of 
an inch, pointing up over the 
bulge of his spacesuited leg 

If the robot looked at him, 
all it would see would be the 
motionless bulk of his leg, 

ng off any movement on 
part. To the machine, he 
inert. Motionless. 

Now he thought wildly, 
where is the brain? 

If it is behind the relay ma- 
chines, I’m still dead. If it is 
near the refrigerator, I’m sa 

He could afford to take no 
chai He would have to 
mov 

He lifted one leg. 

The robot moved toward 
him. The humming and spark- 
ing were more distinct this 
time. He dropped the leg. 

Behind the plates above the 
refrigerator! 


The robot stopped, nearly 
at his side. Seconds had de- 
cided. The robot hummed, 

arked, and returned to its 
niche. 


Now he knew! 


he flashlight 

leaped out, speared the bulk- 
head an e the refrigerator. He 
the button again and 

again, ie flat circle of light 
appearing, disappearing, ap- 


pearing, disappearing on the 
faceless metal of the life 
hutch’s wall. 

The robot sparked and rolled 
from its niche. It looked once 
atTerrence. Its rollers changed 
direction in an instant and the 


ne ground toward the 
refrigerator. 

The steeled fist swung in a 
vicious arc, smashing with a 
deafening clang! at the spot 
where the light bubble flick- 
ered on and off. 


It swung again and again. 
Again and again till the bulk- 
head had been gouged and 
crushed and opened, and the 
delicate coils and plates and 
circuits and memorex modules 
behind it were refuse and rub- 
ble. Until the robot froze, with 
arm half-ready to strike again. 
Dead. Immobile. Brain and 
appendage. 


Even then Terrence did not 
stop pressing the flashlight but- 
ton. Wildly he thumbed it again 
and again and again. 


Then he realized it was all 
over. 


The robot was dead. He was 
alive. He would be saved. He 
had no doubts about that. Now 
he could cry. 

The medicine chest grew 
large through the shimmering 
in his eyes. 

God bless you, little life 
hutch, he thought, before he 


fainted. ee) 


= 
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NEW LIFE FOR OLD MALLS 


FEB. 10, HOOPERTOWN, TEXAS 
— Violence again erupted after sunset 
when angry costumed cult-film butts 
attacked stragglers of a Parent Protest 
Group outside the KA Corporation's 
Hoopertown Mall Complex. Three 
women were hospitalized, and five 
gers arrested. It is the tenth such 
incident since KA opened their new 
*Cinemall’ one month ago today 

“We are not responsible for the im- 
balance of our patrons,” E.J. Bond- 
grassé, a spokesman for the con- 
glomerate known simply as KA, said 
during a Monday press conference 
“If there is an audience for it, KA will 
market any film, 
ture, KA will also 
and distribute 
town Complex and our 665 other re- 
constructed malls.” 


The Hoopertown Complex, dor- 
mant and decaying since 1987, 
showed record profits from its lower 
level exhibitions of ‘cult’ films over 
the first 30 days of renewed operation. 
Upper level business started brisk but 
has been declining for the past two 
weeks, The Parent Protest Group 
claims that the mall has bes 
run with “cult-movie fr 
“prohibit decent families from attend- 
ing the wholesome films KA offers on 
the upper levels.” 

m afraid to take my children 
there because of all the weirdos, 
housewife Cory Bburn said. “We 
like to go see the Fred MacMurr 
Festival, but the place is too danger- 


us. 
Continued on page 2, column one 


So 
ey 
CINEMALL LISTINGS 


NOW PLAYING 


CONTINUOUS FROM MIDNIGHT 


Cinema sex death. 
First only longshot, then an intimate act 
at 72 fps. 

Substance discovered within chaos. 
But always, only 2-D. 


KULTZ 
extends 
that. 


KULTZ 
pure 
vision. 


KULTZ 
goes 


beyond. 


KULTZ 
Don’t See It. 


AEX HEINIS 
LONG TIME NO SEE! 
GOT DRUGS ? 


YOU WASTEL, 
MANF SAW YOU 
COME OUT OF 

NEW FLICKS 
HOW WAS] 


CUSTOPIAL f 
CONTRACT INACTIVE... OPTION 
RENEW.,,, RENEW... ) EFFECTED. 
CONTRACT RENEWAL, ‘ 
BIOPLAZ 666-A. 


YEAH, MAN, 
SIT WITH US, 
DO A NUMBER. 
YOU TELL ME 
WHAT KINDA DRUGS 


BIZARRE ATTACK, SUSPECT ESCAPES 
HOOPERTOWN—Sixteen year er's strongest in the audience, Last 
‘old Gunnar Elface was captured to- night wehad a Linda Lovelace crowd, 
day, but he escaped authorities mere nobody got hurt It was beautifull” 
minute aftr his arrest. Efe, a sus- Joe Mangelinciy, head of Mall 
pectin the brutal Hoopertown Cine- Security, said, “Things have been 
mall slayings of two days ago, al- quiet since that guy slipped a weapon 
ledgedly went berserk during the past the checkpoint as part of his cos- 
showing of a lower level film entitled tue, Look, we've got enough trouble 
RULTZ. keeping the upper levels secure, These 
KULTZ isn't always bad,” said things are bound to happen. KULTZ, 


fone young ‘cinemaller,’ “It's whateys _gets'em pretty worked up.” GUNNAREEFACE 


Wr 


RRR GH 


if 


PROCEED 
STERILIZATION 


HEY, HEIN! 
HOW'S WORK 
FOR CINEMALL? THEY LETCHA 
My SEE KULTZ FREE 
YET? COME ON, 
WE GO AN’ 


EXIT i : a? (x SEE It 
DO NOT ENTER ie 


CUSTODIAL 
CONTRACT 
INACTIVE. 


AND MY REACTORS 
LEAKING SO BADLY NOTA 
| MAN-JACK IS ALLOWE! 
ZEHIND THE FO'CASTLE 
ITHOUT FULL 
RADIATION GEAR, 


THE ENDLESS YEARS 
OF HAULING PURPLE 
SLAG ACROSS THE VOID 

HAVE TAKEN THEIR 
TOLL, 


THAT'S THE 
LAST OF THEIR 
FLIMSY BATTLE 


STATIONS !/LET'S ff 


PREPARE 
| SHIP'S 
’ ee A, cyB’RG! 
aS 


Now, NoT EVERY INCH oF 
ME WAS SPIT'N’POLISH AND 
THE PRIDE OF THE TERRAN 
FLEET, DEEP IN MY DARKEST 
HOLD, IN A PIT SO FILTHY 
EVEN RATS AVOIDED IT, 
QUAZZ, THE SHIP'S CYB'RG, 

LAY IN CHAINS 
== 


_ 


i, 4 FoR WHEN THIS TWISTED WRETCH'S 
| PSYCHE WAS LINKED UP WITH MY 
sete ay 7 BANKS OF GLISTENING COMPUTERS... 
SWEAR-HOLE! i 


H Hiveousty DEFORMED, QUAzZ HAD 
SPENT MOST OF HIS EXISTENCE 
[5 WIRED INTO ME LIKE SOME 
1 GHASTLY PATHETIC FETUS.,, 


Tiere stoop x 
CREATED THE 

| MOST APPALLING 

} WEAPON IN THE 
UNIVERSE: 
A cye'Re! 


THERE IS NO 
DEFENSE AGAINST 
SUCH AWEAPON, ils 


Wit THE ToucH oF His HAND, A 
CYB’RE CAN INCANDESCE THE ATMO- 
SPHERIC ENVELOPE OF AN ENTIRE 

PLANET. 


De 


Repucine ALL LiFe 


oe Arter EAcH 

SUCH ‘VICTOR 
CAPTAIN LYE 
WOULD GET 


| WHILE QuAzz WAS LEFT TO 
LICK HIS PSYCHIC WOUNDS 
AS BEST HE COULD, 


Nearly A YEAR WE =5 » THERE WERE NO TEARS 
SPENT ON SUCH DUTY; : ’ . RUNNING DOWN CAPTAIN 
CUTTING A WIDE GASH £ ; LYE'S CHEEKS AS HE 

IN THE HEART OF ; - a3 CROAKED THAT 

THE REBELLION, ~ | HELLISH ORDER! 


ee L WANT To SEE x 
THOSE oaks eye 
—— Pm 


a i Z 
=y ACTIVATE 


SHIP'S 
\ CYB RG! 


PLEASE! 
00 NOT 
DESTROY MY 
WworLp! 


TILL WE CAME UPON 
A LITTLE PLANET OF 
SUCH EXQUISITE BEAUTY 
IT BROUGHT HOMESICK 
TEARS TO THE EYES OF 

HALF THE CREW,,, 


- THE People 
OF THIS WORLD 
HAVE CREATED ME 
TO BE YOUR,,, 
MATE! 


THIS 
I$ 
MuTiNy! 


= Anpiwas 

={ REFITTED 
a6 A 
SLAG- 
MULE, 


> GONE ARE THE 
GLISTENING 

ae BANKS OF 
COMPUTERS... 


